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Dear Editor 
*© Thank you for your editorial in 
the March issue. I've hated curd rice 
since my childhood, But | intend to 
change now. 
S.Hariharasun- 
daram, aged 14, 
Madurai 625 002 


Dear Editor 
*© On 
Fobruary 24th, my 
friond Kavitha 
asked me if I'd 
seen the March 
lisue of of 
“Gokulam’ | 

“ithas something for you," 
she said, 

Itushed home and tipped 
through it. When | read your 
editorial, | understood. 

used to take curd tice for 
lunch, and was teased too, 

When somebody at school asked 

me, "What have you got for 

lunch?", all my tends would shout, 

‘Curd rice!" 

Soon.|stopped takingit to school. 
Now, Iknow better! 

S.Parvathiharapriya, aged 16, 

StFrancis Girs H. 
Secunderabad. 
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Dear Editor, 


*@ Is ‘Gokulam’ meant only for 

children? Can grown-ups send con- 
tributions too? 

S.Meera, aged 18, 

Madras-33, 


Of course, they cant Fd, 


Dear Editor, 


*® [sit ttue that only those who 
subscribe to ‘Gokulam’, can send 
their contibutions to be published? 
VStitam, 

Madras-34 


Not af ail, Sriram. Any reader, 
whether he Is a subscriber or not, Is 
welcome fo send contributions, Ed. 


Dear Editor, 


‘Howszatl" tne 
over sory on cicto! wor 
horesinganaintornaive 

on reacts other thon 
chidien wile ine cont 
mente to 

|| Sctttam 
8.¢ shankar 
) ao, ater of 
Gevia aah 
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Dear Editor, 


*© In the March issue, you had 
Published my article in ‘Viewpoint 
under the name Vipul V.Chandan, 
My name is Vipul V.Chauhan. 
Vipul V.Chauhan, aged 13, 
Coimbatore - 641 041 


You can help us prevent mistakes 
of this sort, readers. Write your full 
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name, age and address boldly in e™ | loved Ms. Ratna Nara- 
capitalletters. on every contribution Smiah'stecipesin the March ksue. 
that you send, Ea. G.Sathya, aged 13, 


‘Madras - 600 001 
Snippets from our readers 

*@ The ‘Puzzle Cup’ in the Apri 

* —Though|am seventeen years issue, sent by Anubhav Balichwal is 

old, | am an avid reader of not his own work, It was published 









‘Gokular’ eater in Tinkle, 
$11 Vidhya, Prabhanjan Shetty, 
Calcutta - 700033, Mangalore, 
PHOTO CREDITS 
—= 


Cops! We missed out the 
photo credits for the cover 
story of our April issue, 
titled ‘Kapil Dev 
The photos were 
taken by CHARI, 
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EASY GUIDELINES 


and home address in CAPI- 
TAL LETTERS before you 
begin. 
2. If you are sending us 
a painting, write your name, 
age, school name and home 
address behind it. Do not 
draw or paint on ruled paper. 
3. If you are sending 
more than one contribution, 
each one should be written on 
aseparate sheet of paper. But 
you may send them all in one 
envelope. 
4. If your 
contribution is 
based on an ar- 


RIGHT, WRITERS! 3c 


mention the 





source, 


mi 
Hore are some easy 5. Address your envelope 


guidelines to you who want to 
send us your articles and 
sketches, but donotknow where THE EDITOR 
to begin 

GOKULAM (English) 

1. First, write your story, 

Joke or experience neatly on one 47, Jawaharlal Nehru 
side of a sheet of paper. Write Road, Ekkaduthangal, 
your name, age, school name Madras - 600 097. 





AN Q : Whydidthe moron throw 


©) ‘bomb in the bay? 
Ch A : Because he wanted to 
see Bombay! 


ee 
Sk Sidharth S., aged 8, 


Bangalore - 560 038. 
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‘t was a chill, rainwashed 
August afternoon. Lady 
Blemley sat with her guests 
around the tea-table. Their 
open-mouthed attention was 
fixed on Mr. Cornelius Appin. 

He had been invited that 
afternoon because someone had 
commented that he was'clever’ 
So Lady Blemley thought that 
he'd be an interesting addition 
to her party. 

But till now, he had shown, 
no sign of any ‘cleverness’. And 
quite suddenly, he was claiming 
that he had made a great dis- 
covery. 


‘ D: you really want us to 


believe,” asked Sir 
Wilfrid Blemley, “That you 
have found a method of teach- 
ing animals how to talk?” 

“I have,” replied the clever 
Mr. Appin, “I have experi- 
mented with thousands of 
animals, but right now, I am 
concentrating on cats. They are 
among the most intelligent 
creatures on earth. And when I 
met Tobermory, I met success! 

The whole party looked di 
believing. But no one actually 
said anything. 

“You mean you've taught 
Tobermory to say and under- 
stand easy sentences of one 
syllable?” asked Miss Resker. 

“No, no, Miss Resker,” 
replied the clever gentleman, 





“You teach only children and 
uneducated adults that wi 
But I didn’t have to do so with 
such an intelligent being. 
‘Tobermory can speak English 
quite well.” 

“Well,” said Lady Blemley, 
“We'd better judge for oursel- 
ves. 








S: Wilfrid went in search 
of Tobermory. In a minute 
he was back, excited and 
amazed, 





amzzcu 
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confusion, Tobermory walked 
in, 

Everybody fell silent at once. 
How doyou converse when acat 
is in the room listening to you? 

Finally, Lady Blemley 





This Is a retold version of a short story by SAKI. 
SAKI is the pen name of H.H. Munro. 
He Is well-known for his witty short stories, 





“(t's true! I found him in the 
smoking room and asked him to 
come to tea, He replied in quite 
‘a normal voice that he'd come 
when he pleased!” 

‘The whole party burst out in 
expressions of amazement, In 
the middle of all the noise and 


a] 
F one sy lable? 














asked, “Will you have some 
milk, Tobermory?” 

“| don't mind if I do 
drawled Tobermory quite indi 
forently. 

Lady Blemley poured out 
the milk rather unsteadily. 





of it,” she said. 
“That's okay,” the cat 
replied. 
There was a 
“Was it difficult learning 
human language?” asked Miss 
Resker. Tobermory ignored her. 
“What do you think of our 
intelligence?” asked Mavis, 
playfully 
“Whose?” 
“Mine?’ 
“Well,” said Tobermory, 
“When an invitation was sent to 


lence. 
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you, Sir Wilfrid commented 
that you were the most brain- 
less woman he knew. 

‘The party sat frozen. 

“Just see what dinner the 
cook has for you,” said Lady 
Blemley hurriedly. 

“No thanks,” said Tober- 
mory, “I just had my tea.” 

News of Tobermory spread 
all over the household 
Everybody were scared that 
Tobermory would blurt out 
their secrets. He went all over 
the house quite freely. 


A the tea-table, there was 
lence once again. Miss. 
Resker made another mistake 

“Why did I ever come here?” 
she exclaimed. 

“Remember what you said to 
Mrs. Coronett on the lawn?” 
Tobermory retorted, “You said 
that the Blemleys were boring 
people, but they had a good 
cook. So you come here for food, 
I guess.” 

“I didn’t say that!” Miss, 
Resker protested, “Ask Mrs. 
Coronett...” 

“Oh! She later remarked to 
Bertie that you'd go anywhere if 
you got your daily food!” Tober- 
mory continued. 








uddenly, Tobermory saw 

his friend, the yellow tom 
cat, and vanished through the 
window to meet him. 

As soon as he was gone, all 
began scolding Mr. Appin for 





teaching Tobermory how to 
talk. What if he taught other 
cats and other animals this gift? 

Finally, all decided that 
‘Tobermory should be poisoned. 

“Tl put it in the scraps he 
gets at dinner time,” said Sir 
Wilfrid. 

“You can’t 
protested Mr. Appii 
great discovery.” 


do 


that!” 
‘He's my 








fter that, the party was a 
disaster. Everybody made 
arrangements to leave. At din- 
ner, Miss Resker ate just one 
slice of toast. Mavis did not talk 
at all, And there was no sign of 
Tobermory. 
Finally, at two o'clock, they 
gave up waiting for him. 





“Telling them all our juicy 
secrets,” 

‘The next day, all the guests 
lett. 

‘The body of Tohermory was 
found in the garden. He had ob- 
sly died after an unequal 
fight with a bigger tom cat. 

A few weeks later, a 
newspaper report said that an 
elephant had broken loose and 











“He must be at the  killedamanwhohadbeenteas- 
newspaper office,” said Clovis, ing it. His name was Appin! 
1] 
[GEOGRAPHY UNDER WATER 











MARIANAS TRENCH 





Betow the ocean are great basins that have plains, high ridges and 
valleys. The rivers that run into the sea carry with them fine grains 
of sand that are deposited on the ocean bed to 
form the plains. 
The ridges under the sea are formed by layers of 
lava. There are also deep trenches below the 
sea, The deepest known point on earth is in,the 
northwest Pacific Ocean, and is called 








Marianas Trench. It is 36,200 ft. below sea level. 
That's why I guess, the fish in the ‘Pin Up!” 
poster in this issue is travelling to Marianas 
Trench for the summer! 
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Ihis incident 

took place 
when I was in the 
fourth — grade. 
Tamil class was 
going on. The 
master was a very 
short-tempered » 
person, I had 
never seen him smiling. But one 
sees him losing his temper very 
often, 


IN SCHOOL 


front of the 
master’s desk. All 
our faces turned 
pale... 

‘My neighbour 
began his efforts 
to retrieve the 
ball, He bent, and 
stretched his arms 
and his body, in an effort to 
reach the ball. His body would 
have had to stretch upto three 








BALL BEFORE 
THE MASTER 








Next to me, sat a very mis- 
chievous boy, He threw a ball to 
his friend sitting in the next 
row, when the master was writ- 


ing something on the black 
board, 


Alas! The ball hit the wall, 
and landed smoothly, right in 


feot to do that! 


IHUDDAH! 

He fell on the desk in front 
of him, The master, alerted, 
turned back, his cane in hi 
hand - and burst out laughing. 

My friend, in his effort to get 
at the ball, was now hanging 
almost upside down from the 
desk! 


V.M.Sathish, aged 14, 
Mani H.S.S., Coimbatore. 
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(QT Teacher: Wat do youcall« small 


Raghu : A short cut, Madam! 
Binw Binoy Cherian, aged 12, 





ALN 
Jaw, UAT 
pe 
YASS 
BU 

SS 


Lf Orn 
LAL 
4 INS 


Warden : Do you find any 
drawbacks in this jail? 
Convict : Yes, sir! The wall 
in too high, and the bars are 
too thick. 

Ganesh A, aged 15, Madras -73, 


Sonu : Why are you crying? 
Monu : I cleaned the bird cage 
‘and the canary disappeared, 
Sonu : How did you clean it? 
Monu : With a vacuum cleaner, 
R. Ranjana, aged 12, 
Bombay - 400 071, 


princi 
‘about the school spirit! 


Feonu : An apple 8 48Y 
crm ie dor 8. 
ee reas ale A 
reyboty 
nae Sinase 
a, 


feacher : Have yo 
Teacher + Have you done your 
Ramu : No mie 
‘Teacher : Why 

sr : Why not? 
Ramu : My father is out of station. 





Q: Which bird cooks it's own food? 
‘A: A cook coo! “ik 

KM. Raghavendra, age 
Bangalore - $600046, 
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Vhat made the fly fly? 


jider spied ‘er! 
=o PS rlesh H. Gudhia, 
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i get my hands on you! 
Just you wait! But instead of ro 
ing after the thief, she ran in the 
posite direction. Why? 
AE Since the earth is round, the 
scacher is sure shell catch ‘hin 
someday! 
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ome EXPERIENCE 


were tired and bored with 
games like Scrabble, 
‘Trade, Caroms, ete. 

Then, my cousin, Vijay. 
came up with an idea. 

“I know!” he 
cried, “Let's playa 
game in the lift!” 

‘The game was 
like this — two of 
us would goby the 
lift to the third 
floor. The other 
would take the 
stairs, and should a 
tempt to reach the 
third oor before the 
lint did, 





We were soon having 
great fun. It was now my 
turn to run down the stairs, 
Ajay and Vijay, my cousins, 
got into the lift. We were to 
reach the ground floor this time 
Ajay pressed G to godown. I began 
to run down the stairs 

Suddenly, the lift stopped at 
the second floor 

“Oh dear!” cried Ajay, “I think 
it's a power cut! We shouldn't have 
played this game. Power is so er- 
ratic in this area.” 

My brother went to call the 
lift operator. Then, another 
cousin, Krishna (in whose house 
we were playing), came to our 
rescue. 

We were attempting to open 
the gates of the lift. The first one 
opened, but the inner gate was 
stuck. 

“Close both gates,” Krishna 
told us. “Now press the button G 


Ajay.” 











e were anxious to invent a 
new and exciting game. We 













(TRAPT] 


‘The lift moved! Ajay and Vijay 
got down safely at the ground floor. 

Later, we discovered that ther 
had been no power eut. Ajay had 
unknowingly pressed the STOP 
button. 

We decided that it was a 
foolish and dangerous game to 
play - we have never played with 
a lift again. 








Ss. 





viharasundram, 

aged 14, 
laharry MLSS. 
Madurai. 
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‘This recipe was sent 
by my cousin sister's 
penpal, a Gujarathi 
girl living in Bahrain. 
It's simple to make, 
and tasty too! 





For the Vada — 

You need: 

Va kg. potatoes, bolied and 
peeled 

Coriander 
leaves, chopped 
fine 

5-6 green chillies 

1 medium piece of ginger, 
chopped fine 

2-3 pods of garlic, ground 
into a paste 

1 cup urad dal flour 

Salt and chilli powder to 
taste 










Cooking oil 

How to make it: 

Mash the boiled potatoes. 
Mix all the above ingredients 
‘except the urad dal flour into 
it 


Toke the urad dol flour, 
‘add sait, and chilli powder to 
foste. Usng water, make it into 
@ paste. You may add baking 
soda if you wish. 

Heat oil in a kadai, Make 
little flat circular tikkis of the 
mashed potato, Dip it into the 
dal paste and fry till golden 
brown. 


Drain on a sheet of butter 
paper. 


For the chutneys : 
Green Chutney 

You need: 

Cottiander leaves, green 
chillies, ginger, gatc, salt, a 
pinch of sugar and lime. 

How to make it: 

Grind the first sixingredients 
in the mixie for a minute. 
Squeeze the lime into it. 








Brown Chutney 

You need: 

Tamarind, salt. red chili 
powder, jaggery and jeera 
powder. 

How to make it: 

Boil the tamarind in water 
with the jaggery. Strain out the 
pulp. Boil again adding the 
Jeera powder, salt and chilli 
powder. 





Red Chutney 
You need: 
Gatlic, grated coconut, 
salt and red chili powder 
How to make it 


Take a thick steel of 
aluminium vessel, Smash the 
pods of garlic in it. Add salt 
and chilli powder, and water, 
and bring to a boil, with the 
grated coconut. The chutneys 
should not be too thick or too 
watery. 

To put the Pav Vada 


together — 
You need: 
Fresh buns 


RECIPE 





How to make it: 

Slice the buns horizontally, 
Apply the green chutney on 
‘one slice and the brown chut- 
ney on the other. Apply the 
ted chutney on both sides of 
the vada, 


Place the vada between 
the slices of the bun and it is 
teady to be served. 


Farzana Mohomed, aged 13, 
Srilanka. 
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Ali 
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U denly asked, 

“How was the 

H_ blast here?” 

s The question 











hen I was seven years 
old, my family moved 
from Bangalore to Bombay. I 
left behind me many close 
friends. 

Now, I hm eleyen. And I got 
a pleasantsurprise. Diwakar, 
my old friend of Bangalore days, 
visited me. 

As we yelled, screamed, 
played and sang, Diwakar sud- 























immediately brought back our 
childhood. 


‘e had a park next to our 

house in Bangalore, 
where we used to play in the 
evenings 

One Saturday afternoon, 
while we were there, Diwakar 
and I let our imaginations run 
riot 

We saw an old cast-off bat- 
tery lying in a corner. We broke 
it open only to find some black 
powder. 

“If you press these and burn 
them,” I said, very seriously, 
“They'll bur 

Well then," shouted 
Diwakar, “It's a bomb!” 
“We're inventors!" we yelled 











together. 
‘Then we fooled around a lit- 
tle more, “I'l tell you how to 


make fevicol,” said Diwakar, 
“Just take that brown, gummy 
substance from these trees, add 
white paint to it and stir well. 
Doyou know how well it sticks?” 


eah!” we cheered 
once again, “We're inven- 
tors!” 

‘Then, clasping each 
others’ hands, we went 
home. 


Wireees straight into my 
room. 


“What happens when we 
mix almost everything 
that dissolves?” 
wondered. That big ques- 
tion mark hung in the a 

“Why not try it 
suggested. 

We immediately set to 
work. We emptied sham- 
poos, soap powder, soap 
bits and shikakai into a 
vessel of water. We then 
wandered into the kitchen. We 
simply looted it — red chilli 
powder, dhania powder, pickle, 
garam masala... you name it! 

‘Then our eyes fell on some 

items by the 
sink. Soda, 
washing pow- 
der, phenol, 



















and other such things stood 
there, waiting for us to get at 
them. 

‘My mother is a beautician. 
So, from her shelf, we got am- 
monia, bleaching powder, 
hydrogen-peroxide, ete. The 


final mixture was a fine, dark 
liquid that smelled awful and 
strong. We were overjoyed with 
the result, 

“Lam sure it is an extraordi- 
nary acid,” we agreed, We 
poured it into a shampeo bottle 
to preserve it, “Let’s try it on 
insects,” 

We were eager to try our 
‘invention’ out, 

But dusk had already fallen 
- and Diwakar had to go home, 
So, we decided to wait till the 
next morning. 


Se. It was a bright 
morning, Diwakar was 
home as soom as he could, 
sleopy-eyed and drowsy. 1 was 
still in bed when he arrived. 

But once awake, both of us 
got to work. We spotted a small, 
helpless spider, ambling about 
its business in its unassuming 
way. 

We dropped a drop of our 
acid on it. The spider froze in its 
tracks, then began to walk 
again. This time, it reeled like a 
drunken man unable to walk in 
a straight path. 

“Hal” said Diwakar, “Our 
acid is taking effect. 

‘We watched the spider reel 
away into the distance, Excited, 
we waited for another victim. 











“Breakfast! 
mother, 


A‘ we were eating we heard 
acrash, and aloud blast. It 
came from my room, It was my 
dear little kitten who had 
knocked our acid off the shelf. 
Our great invention was now a 


that was my 





great mess! 
“What's all this?” asked my 
mother, 
‘A long explanation followed 
“Don't worry,” I. told 


Diwakar, “We'll prepare it 
agal 
“You'll do nothing of that 
sort," retorted my mother. 
“That's enough for today.” 

Undaunted, we coined a 
sweet-little-slogan to describe 
our two selves. 

It went like this — 

“Phe famous two, 

Pradeep and Diwu!” 

Many of our friends, probab- 
ly fools, begged us to add their 
names to our sweet-little- 
slogan. But we didn’t budge. 

What yokes we were thent 





KS. Pradeep Raman, 
aged 11, 
Vani Vidyalaya, Bombay. 
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Dentist + What kind of filling do 
‘you want for your tooth? 
Sonu + Chocolate! 
G. Karthick Kumar, 
Bangalore - 560 085. 
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Ve sister and I once visited 
my cousins, They are 
twins, and look exactly the 
same, It was a Saturday. Both 
of them had just returned from 
half-day school. 

‘My aunt had a headache and 
told one of them, “Anand! Just. 
get me some of these headache 





tablets from the medical shop.” 


AN AMUSING EXPERIENCE 





Anand set out. On the way, 
he passed a newspaper stand. 
He saw the latest issue of a 
weekly magazine that my aunt 
loved to read. She had not got it 
that week and had been asking 
for it. But he did not have 
enough money to buy it. 
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So, he told the stand-keeper, 
“Please reserve a copy of this 
magazine for me." 

“This is the last copy,” was 
the reply. 

“In that case," said Anand, 
“Please keep this copy for me, 
Tl be back with the money.” 

‘The stand-keeper agreed, 


EL the meanwhile, my aunt 
sent Ashok (the other twin) 
out for the same magazine 

Ashok went to the same 
newspaper stand. 

“How did you return so 
soon?” the man asked. 

“What do you mean?” 
replied Ashok puzzled, “I am 
coming here for the first time, 1 








“That’s what you reserved, 
didn’t you?” asked the stand- 
keeper. “You're the same boy.” 

Ashok was quite puzzled. He 
got the magazine and walked 
home. On the way, he met 
Anand. 

“I went to get 
magazine,” Ashok began. 

“That's what I had reserved 
for amma!” exclaimed Anand, 

They returned home and 
told us what had happened. My 
aunt laughed so much that she 
had a coughing fit, Anand was 
once again sent out for some 
pills! 

V. Geetha and V. Haripriya, 
aged 12, and 15, 
C.S.1. Ewart School, 


this 

















t that magazine.” Madi 
[my SISTER 
, NEEDLE SPOON! 
Weenie Spoons My sister is three ye 
a coast She levee me very minh She 





makes me happy, nover sud, 

One day, my father bought 
noodles, It would be diffieult to eat 
it with a spoon. So, I used a fork. 

Suddenly, my sister cried, 
“Needle-spoon! Needle-spoon! 1 
want a needie-spoon!” 

“What's that?" I asked. 

She showed me the fork, I 
laughed and laughed. From that 
day, I call the fork needle-spoon 
too. 

Saranya Durai, aged 8, 
Madras - 88. 
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— STORIES FROM THE BIBLE 


Whenthe Lord created the 
universe, the earth was dry 
and barren. There were no 
plants, no water and no rain. 
God then took some soil from 
the ground and created the 
first man - Adam, 

In the East, 
God created a 
beautiful garden 
A little stream 
flowed though it 
Adam was to tend 
to the plants and 
trees in this gar- 
den called Eden. 
Eve was his com- 
panion. But He 
laid down one 
condition - they 
were not to eat the fruit of the 
tree in the centre of the garden 
- the Tree of Knowledge. 


Then came the snake. Of 
course, then, the snake did not 


* Eden, 
it. Histor 
the Euphr 
hows 


believe tl 


as Bahrain! 





crawl on its belly. It had legs 
like other animals and could 
walk, Now the serpent was a 
very intelligent creature, He 
was jealous that God had 
given so many favours to 
Adam and Eve 


He decided that 
he would tempt 
Eve to eat the for- 
bidden fruit, Ac- 
cordingly he went 
upto her and 
asked, “Is it true 
that God has for- 
bidden you to eat 
the fruit of the 
trees in the gar- 
den?” 


“Oh, nol" 
replied Eve, 
“We can eat any fruit here, ex- 
cept the fruit of the tree in the 
middle of the garden, We are 
not supposed to touch it.” 


described in the Bible, has four rivers flowing from 
t two of these rivers are the Tigris and 

, above the Persian Gulf. Sumerian mythology, 
laces Eden in Dilmon, which today, has been identified 


* The Bible does not say what fruit grew on the Tree of 
Knowledge. Most of us seem to think that it was the apple! 
* When God created Adam, he was radiantly handsome and 
he could see from one end of the earth to the other. He was also 
protected from all harm, by a shell-like skin. But after his Fall, 
his radiance dimmed, and his skin became soft! : 
—— 
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“Why not?” 
asked the ser- 
pent, 

“if we do, we 
die,” replied Eve. 

“Maybe it's the 
tastiest fruit 
here,” suggested 
the serpent crafti- 
ly, "That's why 
God doesn't want 
you to eat it!” 

Well, Eve fell 
for that, and 
tasted the fruit 
She persuaded 
Adam to taste it 
too, 

When God 
learnt that Adam 
and Eve had dis. 
obeyed him, he 
was furious. He 
cursed them, for- 
bidding them to 
set foot on Eden 
again. 

As for the ser- 
pent, it was 
cursed too. It was 
to crawl on its 
belly henceforth, 
eating the dust of 
the ground. 








got my name from the Latin 
[= ‘Camera’ meaning 
‘room’. Cameras first 
evolved in the form of the 
CAMERA OBSCURA, which 
was a room rather than a box. 
‘The earliest photographic 
cameras were basically light, 
tight boxes with a lens at the 
front to form an inverted image 
on a flat light-sensitive plate 
at the back. There was no 
SHUTTER. Instead, a lens cap 
was removed for a certain 


period to make the exposure, 
which had to be several seconds 
or even minutes in duration, be- 
cause of poor sensitivity of filr 
plates in those days. 


e first photograph ever 
I taken was a view of roof 
tops, recorded in 1826. Its 
creator was Nicephore Niepce, a 
Frenchman. The materials 
were quite different from those 
of today, and the photograph 
needed eight hours of exposure 
time! 
Niepce's friend Daguerre, 
tried using silver 
iodide as the light- 
sensitive 
material, At 
first, his at- 
tempts pro- 
duced “no 















results. So he put the photo- 
graphic plates in a cupboard 
in which he stored other 
chemicals. When he returned a 
few days later, he found the 
images he had’ exposed on the 
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MY STORY 





plates were visible. He later found 
‘out that the chemical responsible 
for the change in his photographic 
plates was mercury vapour. 

hen Daguerre was 

making his experiments, 
William Fox Talbot was dis- 
covering a different system, the 
one which, in principle, is the 
basis of modern photography. 

Fox Talbot used paper 

coated with light-sensitive 
materials such as silver 
chloride or silver nitrate. He 
discovered a way to fix the 
image, so that it would not be 
affected by furthur exposure to 
light. Fox Talbot's images were 
on paper negatives, which could 
then be used to make positi 
prints for viewing. This meant 
that multiple copies of- a 
photograph could be made. Fox 
Talbot brought out the first 
book illustrated with photo- 
graphs in 1844. It was called 
“Phe Pencil of Nature’. 














n the beginning, negatives 
were made of glass. It was 
very difficult to handle. Many 
times, days of hard work would 








THE CAMERA 





Tine Wt phologlaph by Nope 
go waste, if someone dropped 
the negative, 

But the days of the glass 
negatives were numbered, In 
1889, George Eastman intro- 
duced the nitrocellulose film, 
‘The same year he also made the 
camera in which he could use 
the film he had developed. 
Eastman’s KODAK (an in- 
vented word) box camera 
contained enough film for 
hundred photographs; the 
whole camera was retu 
factory for proc 
camera cost $25, which was a 
very huge amount in those days, 

‘ery soon, many companies 
began to produce 
cameras in many dif- 
ferent shapes. Many 
unusual types of 
cameras appeared, in- 
}eluding some dis- 
guised as watches, 
parcels, books and 
even as revolvers! But 
these novelties did not 
remain popular for 
long. 











ISON Fike! 


efore the invention of the 
flash, pictures were taken 
in poor lighting by using a mag- 


nesium ribbon flare, It 
produced enough light, but also 
a great deal of smoke. The 
method was first used by T.H 
' Sullivan, in 1887. ‘The expend- 
able flash bulb was invented in 
1929 by J. Ostermeier. It was 
similar to a electric bulb. It was 
filled with aluminium foil and 
oxygen. When electric current 
was passed through the foil, it 
ingnited because of the oxygen, 
to produce a very bright light. 
‘The modern electronic flash 
was invented by Harold Edger- 





LOOK OUT! yeuR CamenA 


ton of the Massachusetts 
Institute of Technology, 
in the year 1931. 

there was a huge 


rket for cameras and 


other related equipment. 
Without it, many im- 
provements in photog: 
raphy would never have 
been made. An example is 
the introduction of 
Kodachrome (colour film) 
in 1935. Two New York 
music students, Leo 
Godowsky and Leopold 
Mannes, also keen 
amateur photographer 
realised the potential of a 
colour film that would be 
just as easy touseas black 
and white film. They 
started carrying out ex- 
periments in Mannes’ kitchen 
Eventually they joined the 
Kodak team, and as a result, 
Kodachrome was invented. 
Kodachrome, with subsequent 
improvements, is still the most 
popular film in the world, 
Photography has now be- 
come a fine art, ‘The camera has 
become very simple and very 
user friendly, unlike the huge 
horse drawn cameras of the 
early days. The future of my 
story looks more bright than 
what the last hundred and 
seventy years have boon. 


IL over the world 











Text and Illustration: 
DISNEY. 
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STORIES 
RETOLD BY 
READERS 








HE goddess of the dawn was called Eos by the Greeks and 
[ ‘Aurora by the Romans. 


The Sun god, Apollo got into his chariot every morning, to 
begin his journey across the skies. It was Aurora who opened the 
gates of the East for him, and led his way. 


urora once fell in love with Tithonus, a. man. She kid- 
napped him from the earth and took him to Jupiter, the 
king of Gods. 

“O Jupiter!” she begged, “Make Tithonus immortal 
like me.” 

Jupiter nodded his head in agreement. 

But Aurora had forgotten to ask for something else — 
everlasting youth. So, as time passed, Tithonus became old. 
He became older and older, but just would not die, because of 
Jupiter's boon. 







upat 
py. 1 
breakfast table 

Happy Birthda 

My father, mother, brother and 
grandma greeted me. 

T had my bath, wore my 
birthday dress, and went to the 
temple with my parents. When we 
returned home, my parents gave 
me presents 


Luster that morning, I went 
outside to play withmy friends. M 


He became so old that his 
bones rattled as he walked, and 
his teeth chattered 


t last, Aurora got so tired 

of him that she turned him 
into a grasshopper, and sent 
him back to the earth. 


father was sitting on the veran- 
dah reading the paper. 

My mother had some work in 
he kitchen. 

just keep an eye on het 

told my father, 
some jewell 

Soon, I was tired of all the| 
games. I decided to indulge in my 
next-favourite pastime — dissolv- 
ing soap in water. 

‘Sol ran into the hous 
the bathroom. 


.” she| 
‘She's wearing| 


towards 


Sometime later, my mother 
called out for me. 
“Where's she?” she asked my| 
fath 
“Ithink she ran into the hous 
replied my father, frowning. 
ched the whole| 
When my moth 
athroom door, [hid behind it, 
seared that she would scold 
me for wastin 
on. My 
rehed the neighbour's 
house too. Finally, they said, 
Somebody must have kidna 
her, Well inform the police,” 
“Did you look in your bathroom’ 
asked the 
did,” my moth 
“Look again,” he suggested 
They did, and this time they| 
looked behind the do 
was, smiling at them! 


You may still see Tithonus 
in your garden. There he sits 
chatteringand chirping away in 
the sun. 





G. Janani, aged 12, 
Padma Seshadri B.B.S.SS. 
Madras. 
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My parents, sister and 1 
travelled to New Delhi once. We were 
tom 





trip 10 Srinagar fro 
at it’s height in Pun 
jnb and Kashmir, we decided to visit 
Simla and Agra instead of Srinagar 
‘We had gone to Fatehpur Sikri that 
day. Itwas late in the evening when we 


As militancy » 








began our return journey. Somewhere 
near Mathura, the driver of our car 
stopped, 





“My village is close by, just off 
the highway. Please allow me to go 
there and hand over some money tomy 
wife,"* he begged us 

Since he was so keen on it, we 
decided to go through his village. 





The route was long and lonely 
Grass and bushes surrounded us. The 
night was pitch dark. It brought to us 
images of the chambal and dacoits. 

Twenty minutes tater (it seemed 
like hours tous), he stopped the car. 





VI give the money a 
back,"” he 


Wl be 





VV e waited. All uround us were 
trees, trees and trees, Were we in the 
middle of a dense forest? Ten long 


minutes passed, Our driver was not 





back as yet. 

Suddenly, we saw a form emerge 
from the bushes nearby. The man held 
a huge stick! 

Were we tricked by the wily driver 
into an ambush 

“Who is that?"* my father got out 
of the car and shouted in Hindi. 

“Chotu Ram (that’s our driver's 
name) has sent us!"* was the reply. 


Minutes after that, Chotu Ram 
and his relatives came there with hot 
milk and water. 





We were relieved. In fact, we were 
quite ashamed to have suspected those 
well-meaning villagers, 





Siri K.P., Mangalore - 575 003. 
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CORNER Ye Yt given your age or 
address. Please send them to us. 
Ed. 


A BUTTERFLY STORY eens 


So Shalini and the but- 
terflies played all day. 
Soon, it was evening 

“Oh, no!"’ 
said Shalini, 
“Ihave to 
go home 
now. I've got 
to do my 
"homework!" 

*Home- 
work?”’ 
/\\\ exclaimed 

the butter- 


THERE once lived two 
butterflies. They were 
best of friends. 

















One day, when they flies, “What's that? 


were playing, a girl “That's what my 
named Shalini came teacher gives me to do 
that way. at home everyday, 

“© butterflies! Will you said Shalini, “If | don't do 
be my friends?"” she it, she'll punish me." 
asked, So, the butterflies 

“We can,”’ replied went home with her to 
the butterflies, see what homework real- 
““But promise us— ly was. 
you will not kill us or As the days passed, 
harm us."* Shalini and the butterflies 
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became 
inseparable 
friends. 


One day. 
Nalini, Shatini's 
elder sister 
saw the two 
butterflies. 





“Let's catch them,” 
she said, rubbing her 
hands in glee. 

“No, nol" cried 


creatures. If they 
do not pollinate the 
flowers, how will 
nature survive?" 
Nalini was stunned. 
What do you 
mean?” she asked. 








Shalini alarmed, 
“They're my friends!”’ 






“Well,” replica 
Shalini. “Other 
creatures have to 
live on this planet 
too. I'll tell you 
something — you 
be friends with 
these butterflies 
too. Come on!’ 

So Nalini, 
Shalini and the 
butterflies spent many 
happy hours together. 









fetorted Nalini, “Are 
they human beings or 
what?’ 


“They might not be 








human beings,”’ C.M. Prakruthi, 
feplied Shalini, “But we aged 11, 
need them. The world Bangalore - 560011. 
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fly and a mosquito once 
yumped into each/other in 
a garden. They began to quar- 
rel 
“You live in dirty pools and 
drains! Yet you dare insult me? 
demanded the fly 
“What! How dare you?" cried 
the mosquito, “You live on 
heaps of rubbish!” 
“You roam at nights like a 
thief!” shouted the fly, “I do 
what I want in broad daylight.” 





66 (fo! Is that something 

‘great? You can't see at 
night! That's why! You're blind 
in darkness,” cried the 
mosquito. 

“I eat the food humans 
make. Do you know how tasty it 
is?” 

“You eat only their food!” 
declared the mosquito, “I suck 
on their very life blood! Their 
blood!” 





People are afraid at the mention 





“You think that is 
great? I infect the very 
food they eat. Humans eat 
it, and fall ill. 1 am that 
great!” shouted the fly. 

‘You infect only their 
cried the mosquito, 
infect their blood! 


















name! I am greater than 


T have a four-year old sister 
who is very smart, but is lazy too. 
‘One night, before going to bed, she 
announced, “Appa! Tam not going, 
toschool from tomorrow.” 

“Well,” said my appa, “In that 
case, you may begin to rear cows 
from tomorrow.” 








Shocked, my sister was silent. 
‘The next morning, my mother 

told her, “Get ready for school.” 
“Please amma,” replied my 

sister, “From today, I am going to 
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TT fly and the mosquito 
continued their heated ar- 


gument. 











Why did you notsubmit your 
homework to your teacher,” asked 
my mother on another occasion. 


“Iwill prove my greatness to 


you tonight!” cried the 
mosquito. 

“Why tonight? I'll do it right 
now!” — that was the fly. 


Both flew away to prove 
their points. The fly began to 
spread infection by contaminat- 
ing food. The mosquito began to. 
sting all whom he came across. 

Beware of the fly and the 
mosquito. 

Let's keep our houses and 
surroundings clean and airy. 
Noflies or mosquitoes will come 
our way 














N. Manoj, Std. VI. 
Sister Nivedita School, 
Hyderabad. 







“Amma,” my sister replied 
seriously, “I will not give my 
notebook to her, She scribbles on 
it” 








“Let me see her scribbling,” my 
mother said, _ 
We found that the teacher had 
corrected the mistakes made by my. 
sister while writing her al- 
phabets! 


















My sister has a rich im- 
agination too. On the first day 
of school, after the Christmas 
holidays, my mother asked 
her, “Did you ery at school?” 
“t didn't, amma,” replied 
my naughty younger sister, 
“Only the teacher eried today. 
She asked us, ‘Why did you 
leave me alone during the 
holidays?” " 
‘A. Arasi Aravindhan, nged 10, 
National High School, Calcutta, 
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TREASURE 
ISLAND 


there! You've got it right! It 

is the name of the famous 
adventure novel by Robert Louis 
Stevenson. How did he ever 
write such a fantastic story? 
Read on, in his own words; This 
was in the year 1881, “It was 
a rainy day. To entertain my 


with a little thought and intel- 
ligence. 
Il of you must have put Soon, the idea caught on, It 
together a jigsaw puzzle was used for educational pur- 
‘sometime or other. But how did poses, as well as for pleasure 
it begin? and pastime. 

It was developed by an 18th But why ever call it a JIG- 
century English engraver, John SAW? The name came from 
Spilbury. He pasted maps on America where they used a jig- 
wood.Hethencutitintoshapes, saw to cut the full form into 
which could be fitted together. pieces. 





“And what is your Ticklers 
name?" King George of 

England once asked from 
the tiny grand-daughter 


ofa friend. Elsewhere 





FUN FACTS! 



















thirteen year old 
step-son, I painted a 
water-colour map of 
an imiginary island. 
The shape of it took 
fancy beyond ex- 
pression. As I pored 
over my map, the fu- 
ture character of ‘Treasure 
Island’ began to appear there 
visibly among imaginary Ihad some paper before me, and 
ods, fighting and hunting I was writing out a list of chap- 
for treasure. The next thing Iknow, ters.” 


my 



















“1am Ann Peace 
Arabella Mackintosh 
of Mackintosh,” she 
replied. “And what is 


your name?’ 
1h,” the king 
said humbly. “lam 


just plain 
George." 


Froma 
book on 
King 
George V 


‘Compiled | 


by | 
KAILASH 





THINK BEFORE YOU ACT meena et 


Manenara was a good 
and pious man. He lived in 
Ujjain. One day a traveller 
stopped at his house. 

“Good sir!" said the 
stranger, “Can I rest at your 
verandah? 

Dome Into the house, sir," 
said Mahendra, “And eat. You 
must be hungry, Then, you 
n rest on my bed,’ 


MAN 


When the charmed and 
pleased traveller was ready to 
leave, he handed Mahendra a 
yellow fruit, 

This Is a mango.” he said. 
“It tastes as sweet as Amrit, It 
is a rare fruit in these parts. 

Mahendra accepted it with 
thanks. 


























Just as he was about to eat 
it, a thought struck him, “T'll 
give it to the raja. He'll love it!” 

So, off he went to the 
palace 


“How tasty and sweet it 
is." exclaimed the raja as he 
licked the last drops of juice 
off his fingers, “What do I do 
with this 

He showed Mahendra the 














mango seed, 
“Throw it out, Maharajt’ 
was Mahendra's advice. 


rs passed. 


The mango seed 
sprouted and 
grew into a stur- 
dy tree. And 
when the first 
ripe mango fell 
the royal gar 
dener ‘at once 
presented it to 
the raja. 

“Eat it, son.” 
the raja gave it to nw 
the prince. 

As soon as the prince had 
finished eating it, he fell down 
dead! 






Let me tell you how that 
happened 

A snake had crawled up 
the tree the previous day, and 
had bitten the sweet fruit. The 
ripe mango had fallen down, 
taking with it a few drops of 
the snake's venom, 

Well. the furious and grief- 
stricken raja did two things 
immediately. He 
Mahendra thrown into prison 
and the tree was cut down at 
once. News spread like 
wildfire through the kingdom, 

















‘The very next day, a frail 
and weak man sneaked into 
the palace gardens. The raja’s 
guards caught him gnawing 
at a ripe and juicy mango. 








They took him to the ra 








“Maharaj.” said the 
sickly-looking fellow. “Doc- 
tors say | am wasting away 
with a terrible disease. I want 
to die. that’s why I ate the 
poisonous fruit. Please let me 
be.” 

The raja frowned. 

“Then, you must be dead 
by now.” he said. 

To cut a long story short, 
the raja soon realized that the 
mango wasn't poisonous at 
all. He had Mahendra 
released and had mango 
seeds planted all over. 

Soon, the kingdom be: 
famous for its juicy. deli 
mangoes. 

Adapted from a Kannada 

folk tale by 

G. Chetan Prasad, aged 11, 

Bangalore - 560 019, 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 





























ut people said that Mrs. 
Bite: had eyes at the 

back of her head. I 
debated whether to risk it or 
not. Finally I decided that I 
would. Mrs. Menon was stand- 
ing at the far end of the class- 
room, carefully explaining a 
doubt toa girl. That girl seemed 
to be my present saviour. She 
had given me an opportunity to 
scribble down the main points of 
a story for ‘Gokulam’. 





he idea had just popped 

into my head and I wanted 
to put it down on paper before it 
faded away. It was all about 
little girl and her 





wrote down the 
points on the lust 
page of my graph 
note, which was 
already crammed 
with seribbles, ink 
blots, ete, 

Vo.1) Little 
Puppy. No. 3) Ser 
came to a halt when I h 
crisp voice behind me. 


66 A nd may I know what 
ou are doing?" 


Mrs.Menon queried. I turned to 
look up at her. She towered over 
me like some giant apparition. 
So luck was already on the war 
path against me! 

Umnm.... ar...heh let me 
see,.what was I doing? It was a 
very good question but I wished 











girl No.2) 
h! My notes 
da 

















ee ee ‘Thanks, ni: parcel saying, “P; 


GOKULAM! 
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I could think of an equally good 
answer. 

“T was just... just..” 

Mrs. Menon said some 
phrase which sounded to me 
like Sherlock Holmes address- 
ing Watson. It went like this 

“Cut out the poetry, Kanal, 
and let me know what you were 
doing.” 


“Bes me ma’am" 
Suddenly one of the 
office staff appeared at the door- 
way. It was like a miracle, 1 
pretended to be engrossed in 
the newcomer. Mrs.Menon 
looked at me in irritation, as if 
she would like to pull my 
ears, The office staff gave a 














age for Kannal." 

“Oh, no!” I thought. 

‘This was just too much. Just 
as Thad sunk thankfully into an 
insignificant corner of the room, 
ame had been brought up 






Yet_up smarty! Maybe it’s 
your T.C. from The Dragon! 

“The Dragon” was our head? 
mistress, This pleasant remark 
came from one of the back- 
benchers, 


got up to face the music. 
Imagine my intense joy, 
when I found the latest issie of 














‘Gokulam’ in my hands. This 
made both my spirits and my 
pony-tail bounce back into their 
places. I certainly knew the 
meaning of this. ‘Gokulam’ had 
published my story. Tearing off 
the brown paper, I scanned 
through the contents . It was 


there! My story was there! 










Until now Mrs,Menon, 
had completely ignored me. 
As her voice droned on, 
“(a4b) (ah) 


‘Whopce!” My joy had found 


rds. Mrs Menon said angrily 





‘You can go out and jump like a 








frog ther 


“But ma'am,” I said, My 
story has been published in 
‘Gokulam’." 








ran forward and gave Mrs. 

‘Menon a bear hug, and then 
wondered how I had done it! 
Then, wonder of wonders, 
Mrs.Menon softened. 

“Jolly good Kannal! Jolly 
good!” she said, thumping my 
back till [literally choked... And 
as I looked into her soft brown. 
eyes, T knew that ‘Menon the 


ster’ was really proud of 


“Thanks Gokwlam," | silent 


ly repeated in my heart 


Kannal Achuthan, aged 1 
Holy cross Anglo Indian 
Hr.See. school, 

‘Tul 









































—[Tae procession |} 





wy 
9 
= 
2 
= 
w 
a 
x 
rt} 





if, 





SAVED BY 
GOODNESS! 


jhis happened tome when 
Trivett ore yar 
old. 

‘There is a temple near our 
house where there is a grand 
festival every year. That par- 
ticular year our dear old 
grandma dropped in for a visit. 
She was a very generous kind 
person. She would never let any 
itor go without eating som: 
thing, not caring whether he 
was wealthy, or just a poor 
beggar. She also fed the street 
children, whom our parents 
didn't allow to get inside the 
compound,in case they stole 
something. 

On the last day of the fes- 
tival, there used to be 
procession with beautifully ar- 








ranged tableaus and chariots, 
with elephants following, We 
three—myself, my elder sister, 
and my grandma — watched it 
pass. As it neared us, grandma 
went out to offer something. (It 
is a practice to offer money.) 


Us= of this, I thought 
we were to join the proces 
sion as there were so many 
people following it. Grandma 
didn’t notice me go past. I went 
a long way with the procession. 
When I saw that I was alone in 
the crowd, fear swept in, and 
tears rolled down my cheeks. 
People crowded around me and 
asked so many things. But 1 
couldn't answer any of them. 
Then somebody took my hand 
and led me through the crowd, 
‘That person consoled me with 
soothing words, 

T relaxed. He was a boy of 
eleven or twelve years. I didn't 
know who he 











This happened to me 


| had got the first rank, 
| was to get the prize 


a few days ago medal 
lam a student 2 
of class Vill ee INooked dose) 
in Sti Krishna PERE OF HOO?) a " 
y marks. 
swamy When | totalled 
Matriculation it, | found | was 
Higher actually seven 
Secondary marks short 
School. Our of the first rank. 
half yearly The teacher 
exams were had awarded 


just over, and 








me twenty extra, 




















hen we reached our 

house I saw my panic- 
stricken grandma, Iran into her 
arms. Many pepole had 
gathered around. Later it was 
my grandma who told us that the 
boy who had brought me home, 
‘was one she had fed often. 





Even though years have 
passed since then, we still 
cherish it as a pleasant ex- 
perience. 


Vandhana Menon, 
aged 13, 
Thiruvananthapuram-13, 








marks by mistake. 

| did not know what 
to do, Should | tell the 
teacher, or should | keep 
silent and get the 
medal? 


It was the English period 
| was not able to concentrate 
on what was happening 


in class. 

‘At last | made up 
my mind. | told the teacher 
about the mistake. | lost 
the medal — but gained 
peace of mind. 


C. Aravind, 
aged 12, 
Madras. 








tian 5D tay 


t was a cold winter night. 

My friend Shoba and I 

were sitting in my room, 
playing carrom-board. It was 
7'o clock and we were alone in 
the house. My parents had 
gone out. 


It was nearly 7.30 P.M., 
when the lights went out. We lit 
a candle and fixed it on my 
table. The dark inspired us to 
discuss ghosts and devils, We 
were busy talking when I saw a 
shadow moving about on the 





wall. 
At first I tholght it was just 
imagination, 
“Did you see anything 
move?” I asked Shoba. 

“No,” she replied 

But a few minutes later, 
Shoba too, saw a moving 


m 





9 


shadow. Frightened, we hud- 
dled together like two scared 
rabbits. Seconds seemed to 
move like minutes, and minutes 
like hours, 























{| DIWALI DILEMMA 


I 







t was Diwali. My sister 
was lighting lamps in 
front of our house. She 
had arranged the lamps 
in a circle around her 
and was lighting them one 
by one. 

Suddenly, she found that 
her long plait had caught 
fire. She ran towards the 
bathroom 
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Oo ce again, we saw the 
shadow moving towards 
us, Both of us yelled an ear- 
shattering se 

‘The ‘shadow’ asked in a very 
gentle voice, “Why did you 








ice, 
scream like that? 





“I have heard that voice 
thought. 







somewhere hefore, 
Just then the lights ame on 
again, giving us a surprise, 


As she ran, her plait hit the 


wall, and a portion of the fire 


otstan 5B ay v4 


We had forgotten to lock the 
door. The ‘shadow! was none 
other than my uncle, who had 
walked in through it, Hearing 
our discussion he had wanted to 
have some fun, 

Now I really don't believe in 
ghosts! 


CSathiya, aged 13, 
Coimbatore -29. 









was put out, Noticing this, my 
sister began to hit her plait 
against the wall, ‘The fire went 
out. 

My parents and neigh- 
bours praised my sister for her 
quick thinking. But the worst 
part of the accident was that 
more than half her lovely hair 
had been burnt! 

M. Deepti, aged 8, 
AECS., 
Kalpakkam. 
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father returned home 
late after office, one 
evening. He held some 


sort of furry ball in his hand. 
“What's that?” [asked him 
“Take u look!” he invited 








It was a puppy! [t looked like 
spaniel, and was 
covered with mud and dirt 










“I picked it up on the way 
home,” dad told me, “Some 
people were chasing it away. 
Poor thing, We'll keep it here, in 
the spare room, 

‘That was just like my father, 
He and T are animal lovers - 
unlike mom and Gowri (my 
sister), They hate the very sight 
of animals, 

So, the pup went into the spare 
room. I gave her some milk. (It 
was a female.) She lapped it up 
greedily, and fell asleep like a 
baby. We shut the door quietly 
and went upstairs. Mom and 
Gowri knew nothing of this 
ps rudely awakened in the 

morning by a shrill sereamn, 
ame from the dining room, I 































rushed downstairs. I found my 
sister standing on top of the 
dining table, the puppy looking 
at her, from below. The pup had 
a confused, questioning expres- 
sion on her face. 

“Take thi 
Gowri screamed. 

Obviously, she had opened 
the door to the spare room and 
the pup had bounded out. 

I grabbed the pup, took her 
to the spare room, and gave her 
some bread and milk. Then, I 
chained her up. 

Mother and 












thing away!” 


strongly to having a puppy in the \\ 
house. But dad and I were 


adamant. We shut our ears to 
their objections and pleas, and 
took the pup to the backyard to 
give it a bath. 





heeba (as we called the 

pup), soon settled in our 
house. Gowri, of course, still 
could not stand the sight of her. 
Mom had changed her mind. 
Sheba was so cute and lovable 
that she had grown to love her. 
‘She was so furry, and so cute to 
cuddle. 

Sheeba was untrained, and 
took to chewing up slippers, the 
carpet, and Gowri's new shoes. 
Gowri was furious! 

We began to train Sheeb 
She was intelligent, and learnt 
things fast. She fetched the 
newspaper for my dad in the 
mornings. She gave it to him, 
and nobody else. She stopped 
chewing things too. She loved to 
fetch the ball when my friends 
came home to plat 
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ne evenirig, Gowri 

returned home rather 
upset. She had had a quarrel 
with her friend. She went 
straight upstairs to the room we 
shared and shut the door with a 
bang. 

Tfinished my homework and 
looked for Sheeba. Not finding 
her downstairs, I went upstairs 
to look for her 

As I went past my room, 1 
heard Gowri talking to some- 
body. How strange! I opened the 
door slightly and peeked in. I 
saw an astonishing sight. 

Gowri had Sheeba on her 
lap, and was telling her all 
that had happened. A tear or 
two rolled down her cheeks. 
Sheeba licked her face, as if to 
comfort her. From that day, 
Gowri and Sheeba were fast 
friends too. 

Gowri and I took turns in 
taking Sheeba for a walk. 
Somehow, Shecha brought me 
closer to my sister. We stopped 
quarrelling often, and began 
to do things together. Years 
passed. 


Ox evening, : I 
returned home 
from school, happy. 

‘The annual exams 
were over, and the 
holidays had begun. 
After a snack, T went 
out. 

“Sheeba 
“Sheeb: 

She was not to be 
seen. I searched all over for her. 
When Gowri returned, she 
joined me in my search. But 
Sheeba was still missing. 

‘A few hours later, we were 
frantic with worry. We were 
wondering whether to call 
the police, when Sheeba stag- 
gered in. She was covered 
with blood and looked half 
dead! 

Shocked and stunned, Dad, 
Gowri and I put her in the car, 
to go to the vet. Sheeba, still 
bloody and sick, lay on my lap, 
‘We guessed she must have pick- 
ed up a fight with some stray 
dogs. 

Dad drove as fast as he 
could. Suddenly, Sheeba closed 
her eyes. She was dead, 

We buried Sheeba in our 
garden and planted a tree 
on her grave. She taught 
us how it is to lose some- 
one you love. 

Smitha Shashikumar and 

V. Gowri, 

Std VII, T. V.S. Lakshmi 

. HLS. S. 
Madurai. 


I called, 
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STORY 


8 
LANE 


ong, long ago, Arambai 
i and Urvasi, the famous 
celestial dancers asked 
Devendra, the king of heaven, 
“Who among us is more grace- 
ful?” 
“Dance before me,” replied 
Devendra, “And I'll decide.” 
‘They did, But he was unable 
to say who of the two was more 
graceful 
He invited Vikramaditya, 
the famous king on earth 
to heaven, to resolve this 





problem. 
‘The apsaras danced once 
again, before the two 


kings. But Vikramaditya 
too, could not make up his 
mind. 





“want to watch them dance 
tomorrow,” he said, “Then I'll 
decide.” 

‘That evening, Vikramaditya 
went on a long stroll through 
the palace gardens and past the 
pools. He returned with two 
lovely bouquets of flowers. 


he next day, Arambai and 

Urvasi presented themsel- 
court again. 

‘Take a bouquet of flowers 

each,” said Vikramaditya to 

them, “And dance before us.” 

So, the dance began. The 
keen eyes of Vikramaditya 
watched both of them. 

At last, Vikramaditya 
clapped his hands and declared, 
“Urvasi is the better dancer.” 

Indra was surprised. 

“How did you decide?” he 
asked. 

“Come forward,” he told the 
apsaras, “And giveme your bou- 
quets.” 





ves 





rvasi did so smiling 
Arambai was reluctant to 
touch her bouquet again. As she 

















x A: One pours with rain and 


Q : What is the difference 
between a storm cloud and 
a child being spanked? 









the other roars with pain! 








Sapna G. Krishnan, 
aged 12, 
Bangalore - 560 040. 
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handed it over, Vikramaditya 
pointed to the palms of her 
hands. They were red and 
covered with little weals. 

“She's been bitten by the in- 
sects and scorpions in her 
bouquet!” 

“Dhat’s not fair!" burst out 
Arambai 

“Wait!” said Vikramaditya, 
He opened out Urvasi's bou- 
quot. It had hidden inseets and 











asa 








pions too 

“Why didn’t they bite her?" 
asked Devendra. 

“Urvasi is a natural dancer,” 
said Vikramaditya, “She ox- 
erted no pressure on the 
bouquet while dancing. Aram- 
bai, however, has held her 
bouquet a little tightly. The dis- 
turbed creatures 
curried out and bit her! 
J. JOHN DORAIRAT 














‘Sheela : Ouch! I burnt my fingers 
in hot water! 
Leela : Stupid! Why didn't you fee! 





the water before you put your 
fingers in it? 


Rawlins Steve Murthy, 
aged 

St. Patricks High School, 
‘Secunderabad - 500 003. 
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A tub haitfiled 
Two thick brushe 
Paper (it should 


wrapping paper. 


athatchi, aged 12, 
Alvernia M. 








Subscribe to Gokulam and get your favourite 
monthly by post each month. 











SUBSCRIPTION ORDER FORM 


Please send me a copy of Gokulam (English) every 
month, Iam enclosing Rs. /- 





as subscription for 6 months/one year. 








MODE OF PAYMENT : Draft/Cheque/Money Order 
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All payments must be made by MICR Draft, Money 
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accepted.) in favour of ‘Gokulam’. 
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The Circulation Manager, 
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47, Jawaharlal Nehru Road, 
Ekkaduthangal, Madras - 600 097. 
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GIFT SUBSCRIPTION FORM 





I would like to gift 6/12 issues of ‘Gokulam’ to 


NAME:.... 
ADDRESS 








1am also sending a DD /M.0, for 
Rs. 36/- for 12 issues 
Rs. 18/- for 6issues 


Send your filled in forms along with a demand draft drawn in 
favour of GOKULAM to 

‘The Manager 

GOKULAM (English), 47, Jawaharlal Nehru Road, 

Ekkaduthangal, Madras - 600 097. 

No Outstation Cheques Please! 
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nest, 
howld de ik, 
Yawinees 
This will de- 
New ¢o catch 
up on my sleep. 





































My house! 
What 


shall I 
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you like to 
have a het 
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THE END, 
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lost of you must have 

finished your exams now. It 
will be useful for you to know 
‘some simple facts that'll help you 
prepare better for them, the next 
time round 

Very frequently, we hear a 
complaint from older people. 

"Oh! | forgot again! | am get- 
ting old!" 

\s it true that the brain be- 
comes weak after a certain age? 
Scientists say, " No.” They say 
age is not a limiting factor, and 
losing memory is not hereditary 

The brain cells have a tail-ike 
Portion called dendrons, These 
are responsible for our under- 
standing capacity. Those people 
who have had a higher education 
seem to have 40% longer 
dendritesthan others, because of 
the mental exercises they have 
had. 


olike our body, the brain also 
requires constant exercise. 
We see many retired judge 
being appointed as the heads of 


several commissions inspite of 
theirage. They are alertandmen- 
tally agile because of constant 
mental exercise. A person, how- 
ever well-educated he may be, if 


he turns out to be a couch potato, 
his thinking capacity is likely to 





reduce as time passes. 

jitamin B, expecially Be, 

seems to help the brain and 
the nervous system, Whole 
wheat, oats, banana and tuna fish 
are some of the rich sources of 
vitamin B. Boron and zinc 
strengthen the white matter of the 
nerve, which acts like the insula- 
tion of a wire. Grapes, pears and 
nuts like cashewnut, groundnut 
and almonds, contain boron, Zinc 
is available in plenty in wheat 
bran and milk 
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fou have to un- 


leash your 
creative abilities 
and be active. Try 
to make a new 
design tor your 
| mom's embroi- 
dery, or a floral 
| design for a ran- 
{goli, wall paper or greeting cards. 
Here is a simple game which 
can kindle your imagination, 
Have you a video set at home? 
Play the first part of a picture and 
try to guess the end, Even while 
reading a novel, you can try to 
guess the end of the story. Dis- 
cuss it with others! You can read 
Up the end later. This way, you 
may get more than one ending for 
the story. To keep your brain ac- 
tive, try to break habits and form 
new ones. For example, try to 
read a different type of 
newspaper, Try a different route 
to your school 


| 
| 
1 


‘ating lots of carbohydrates 

before an examination is 
harmful. More blood wil circulate 
to the digestive tract, and brain 
cells will receive a lesser quota of 
blood. So concentration be- 


comes difficult. 
Proteins on the other 
hand, are welcome 
food, Amino acids 
derived from protein 
help in clear thinking 
and keep you alert. 

‘Avoid eating to 
the full capacity of your stomach 
before an examination, Junk food 
should be avoided too. If you eat 
smaller portions of food more 
often, your mind will be alert. This 
will also steady the blood sugar 
level. Too much of coffee or tea 
is also harmful 


CARBDAYDRATES 


G. 





f you want to retain what you 
have studied in the day, you 
must have a good night's sleep. 
Experiments have proved that in- 
dividuals having undisturbed 
sleep perform better. They 
learned new skills better and 
faster the next day, than the 
group which had disturbed sleep! 
So, best of luck with your sleep 
and your exams! 
KRISHNAVENI RANGANATHAN 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 
the latest hit song. 
'yname is Ramya. Swapnaismyelder But no! That wes 


LV Usister. She is just a year and a half i 
older than me, ands in the tenth standard. Thain ees 
Istudy in the ninth inthesameschool.Since rate Diwali, with 
our ages are so close, and we're sisters, we MTs words burst. 
look quite similar. Same height, round face, ing over my head 
bright eyes. And both of us wear two plaits. ike crackers, 


‘The only difference is in our colouring - itisatotally 
Swapna is fair, and she has slightly longer gifferent story with 
hair. = 









LET me begin again. I'll introduce you to 
Mrs. Malathi Tamizhvanan, our history 
teacher, nicknamed M.T., and alias Madame 
‘Thunder. Her arrival fills the class with a 
deep, painful silence. I don’t like her simply 
because I don't, and also because I hate his- 
She too hates me for that. I fall asleep 
as Soon as I touch the history book. M.T. is 












quite bad in class, and I am one of her easy 
targets. 

As have music class on Thursday morn- 
ings, I go to school late that day. But alas! 
The first period belongs to M.T. Can you 
imagine my plight, going late to class with 
M.T. sitting in it, every Thursday? How I 
would love to drop off, and think of gulab 
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a. 








Swapna. My sister 
loves history and 
M.T. loves her. But 
the truth is only 
skin deep. My 
sister's love for his- 
tory is soaped up! 
Soaping, as we all 
know, is an art that 
only ‘a few are 








skilled at, Like Swapna. 
Her course with M.T. 
was smooth sailing all 
the way! 

Me, I am a moron at 
the art. Catch me smil- 
ing sweetly at M.T. and 
gushing, “Oh, ma'am! I 
love history!” 

“How can you be/ 
Swapna's sister?” M.T. 
once aired her thoughts 
in class, “Either she's 
too good to be your 
sister, or, you are too bad to be her's!” 

I pondered on that and put the question 
tomy mother. She only laughed, “Both of you 
are equally bad!” 

the trouble between M.T. and me 
reached a saturation point. 

It was a Friday. It was M.T’s last day in 
school. “No more history periods,” I sang as 
I walked down the corridor. That day, we 
were not to have a history period 

Swapna moaned at M.”s loss. 

“T'll miss her,” she grieved. I smirked. 

“How can you laugh on such « gloomy 
day?” she asked. “What a good time I had 
yesterday, and now, this!” 

was quite acome-down from yesterday 
evening, for her. She, and our cousin brother 
had gone to a nearby exhibition. They had 
had fun, fooling around and doing many 
silly, naughty things. 

Tleft her to console herself. 











AD a 
e 


was walking along 
the corridor near 
the staff room, when I 
heard a familiar voice 
call out, “Swapna!” 


amzzco 
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OZoE>r 





People very often mistake us 
for each other. So I turned, 

“Swapna!” M.T. crooned in a 
sweet musleal voice, 

“Lou! T began, 

“Swapna! I saw your sister 
at the exhibition yesterday. She 
was acting quite silly and 
foolish. She was running 
around, laughing, giggling and 
generally making an exhibition 
of herself!” 

How strange! I stared at 
M.T. bewildered. Can't she see 
it’s me? 

“Hmph! I don't know how 
you have such a sister! Such 
behaviour! So totally unlike 
you!” 

Twas floored! I blinked. 

“I nearly called her to tick 
her off, But I didn’t. I thought 
Vil do it in class, But since it is 
tobe my last day in school, I am. 
unable to take ninth history, 
Ask her to come and see me. 











Will you...2" 
I nearly giggled. 
THOUGHTS. flickered 








through my mind, Should I tell 
her I am not Swapna? And also 
tell her that it was not me at the 
exhibition? No. Why spoil what 
Swapna has built up all these 
years, 


Should I 
nod, go back 
and come 
again as 
Ramya? 

“will 
you?" she 
asked again. 

“Ma'am! 
She's ab- 
sent!” the words rushed out of 
my mouth, 

Why?" 

“Not fooling well!” 

GOD! Just then I made a 
discovery. M.T. was not wear- 
ing her specs! They were lying 
on the table before her. As T 
watched helplessly, she opened 
them out and put them on. 

“I see...” she said 

“Well, [think I have a period 
with you now.” 

I nodded dumbly. How was I 
to know Swapna’s time-table? 

“I will not be coming,” she 
said. “Tell your class about it. 
And by the way, all the best. I 
must see yourasa history profes- 
sor a few years later... okay?” 
she smiled. 

Ismiled back. The bell rang, 
I turned to go. 

“Swapnal” she called again, 

My heart in my mouth, 1 
turned. 

“You've cut your hair?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

She smiled again, and went 
down the stairs, I nan to 
Swapna’s class to give®them 
some good news - a free period! 
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FOR YOUNG READERS 


The 
answers to 
this quiz are 
so simple 
thatyou 


I 


1, Which 
continent was 
known as the 
Dark 
Continent? 

2. Which 
place is called 
the Sugar bow! 
of the world? 

3. Which 
place is called 
The Land of 
Cakes? 


bg 


1, What is the 
parliament of 
Nepal known as? 

2,What is the 
parliament of 
the US.A.? 

3, What is the 
parliament of 
India called? 





R. Krishna, Std.VII, 
M.A.K. School, 
Madras. 


Solution 
on page 94 








"This game is played just file under it, 
as you play Oranges and holding to the 


Lemons. Two children stand shirt or jacket 

opposite each other, join ofthechildin front. They sing 
hands and form an arch. the words of an old ballad as 
Other children run in single they ran— 
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London Bridge is broken down, 
Dance over my Lady Lee! 
London Bridge is broken down, 
With a gay ladyee! 


How shall we build it up again? 
Dance over my Lady Lee! 

How shall we build it up again? 
With a gay ladyee! 


Weitlbuitditup with silver and gold, 
Dance over my Lady Lee! 

Weill build it up with silver and gold, 
With a gay ladyee! 


‘Sliver and gold will be stolen away, 
Dance over my Lady Lee! 

Silver and gold will be stolen away, 
With a gay ladyee! 


Weirbuild itup with wood and clay, 
Dance over my Lady Lee! 

‘Well build it up with wood and clay, 
With a gay ladyee! 


Wood and clay will be washed 
away, 

Dance over my Lady Lee! 

Wood and clay willbe washed away, 

With a gay iadyee! 


Weil build it up with iron and steel, 
Dance over my Lady Lee! 

Weil build it up with iron and stee!, 
With a gay ladyee! 


Iron and steel will bend and break, 
Dance over my Lady Lee! 

Iron and steel wll bend and break, 
With a gay ladyee! 








tthe end of each verse, the 

children forming the arch 
drop their arms suddenly, to 
catch one who is passing 
through. This child is now out of 
the game. 

There are several versions of 
the ballad. But the game ends 
‘only one way. The last remaining 
player is caught by the ‘arches’ 
after a lot of dodging and fun. And 
this last child is then rolled on the 
ground, and called, "My Lady 
Lee.” He or she is rolled by the 
other players till they are tired of 
this sport 

How did this game begin? 
Nobody knows. But the song it- 
self, is very old, andis saidtodate 
back to the thirteenth century. A 
stone bridge was built across the 
River Thames in London. It was 
destroyed by flood or fire. Other 
bridges built over the Thames 
met with the same fate. 

So, before the next bridge 
was built, a Foundation Sacrifice’ 
was done. A person was buried 





alive to appease the 
genii or spirits at 
that spot, so that 
they would not ob- 
ject to a structure 
being built there, 
Itis thought that 
the woman sacri- 
ficed then, was 
called Lee. The 
River Lee, that 
flows into the 
Thames could have been named 
after her. 
Compiled by 
Soumya R.Thomas, 
Std Vill, CSI Ewart School, 
Madras. 


ANSWER 


Page 59 
Find The Temple Towns 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS: } 








THE, 


7 wriest— 


‘I! Experience has taught 

Priyanka and me that 
anger is absolutely no good for 
you, So, quite early that Mon- 
day morning, both of us were 
poring over a book of Sai Baba's 
on controlling anger. 

To! clock. We got up to go for 
our baths, We both felt good- 
natured, and full of goodwill 
towards’ the whole world. We 
started off to school, with good- 
byes to mother, 

We had just reached Pondy 
Bazaar, and were still pedalling 
away as serene as angels, when 
a boy stood in front of our bikes 
and said, “Hi madam ! I love 
you!” 


Priyanka retorted hotly, 
“Thank you, We hate you!” The 
boy was unruffled, He whistled 
cheekily and sauntered off, 

‘That incident shattered our 
moods completely. We soon 
entered the colossal school cam- 
pus. We parked our cycles in the 
stand and walked into class. 
Priyanka went over to the staff 
room to get her record corrected. 


SI stood outside, Anurad- 
ha came upto me and said, 








“Hi 
palm." 

Before I could react, she 
grabbed my hand and said, 
“Sushi! Your lifeline is very 


Sushi! Come I'll read your 
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short. You'll not 
live long. And your 
wealth line is even 
shorter. You'll be a 
pauper the few tri- 
fling years you 
live.” 


wmzzcn 





<a 


Parumathy 
( who is always 
catty), said to her 
friend, “Hey! Look 
at Priyanka, yaar! 
She doesn't walk! 
She catwalks*!" 


oxracrr 








I blew short fuse. 

“Look Anu!” I yelled, “You 
dare tell me such stupid things! 
The next time you read my 
palm, I'll give you two sharp 
slaps on your cheek” 

‘Anu’s face fell. 

Meanwhile, what had hap- 
pened to Priyanka? She had left 
the staff room and wandered 
away all by herself, to the other 
side of the eighth standard 
block. 











There were a few titters 
from some chamchas standing 
close by. 

Priya whirled round, her 
eyes flaming, 

“You are nothing but a petty 
pig, Paru! Your tongue is five 
miles long! You act smart only 
among us! Before our teachers 
you shrink like a mouse! You 
dare unfurl your tongue in front 
of me, I'll cut it off! Got that?” 

I didn’t know about this 
until I caught Paru at the water 


+The wailing done during farhion hows, 





Ram + Look at the sun. It's eo bright! 
Shyam : Don't be stupid! It's the moon! 
Ram : The moon? You must be out of 
your mind, Shyam! 

Shyam + There comes Raghu, Let's ask 


him. 
Ram +: Raghu! Is it the moon or the sun? 
Raghu : I'am sorry. I am new to this 





place, 





tap, sobbing her heart out. 
When she saw me, she burst. 
out, “Your clever friend 
Priyanka is a mean thing!” And 
she told me what Priyanka had 
said, 

“Tell-tale!” I muttered 
under my breath, 


HEN our teacher came 

into class, Anu poured 
out the story of how I'd 
threatened to slap her. 

“What's this?” asked the 
class teacher, her face stern, 
“What's all this, Sushila?” 

“Miss!” I cried standing up, 
“It was her! It was she who 
predicted that I would die early 
and that I would be a pauper 
and...” 

“Stop that!” said our class 
teacher, “Both of you are equal- 
ly silly. Now sit down." 

Nothing of greater excite- 
ment happened, except that 
when I was sick of basketball, 
during P..period, I threw the 
ball at Priyanka, and she threw 
it into the dustbin. 





Asha 8,, aged 12, 
Bombay - 400 089, 


IHAT evening, as we 

wheeled our cycles out, we 
found that all our tyres were out 
of air! Some joker had taken the 
trouble to deflate the air tubes. 

Meenakshi, a friend who 
lived near school, took us to her 
house, and lent us money to 
return by bus, We left our cycles 
fat her place and went to the 
bus-stand. 

At last, our bus came, 

‘There was no place to sit. So 
we travelled standing. Sudden- 
ly, a ‘rowdy’ caught hold of my 
hand, I turned round and gave 
him a sharp slap. The guy 
couldn't believe his eyes. He 
hadn't expected me to do that! 
(You must have guessed by now, 
that my old temper had sur- 
faced with a vengence!) 

At last we were back home, 
Priyanka and I. We decided it’s 
Just not worth it, not losing our 
temper! But, as I told you in the 
beginning, anger is absolutely 
not good for you. 

Lakshmi Balaraman, 
aged 13, 

Holy Angels school, 
Madras. 
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Mother : Raja! Doyou knowa girl 
called Meena Mohan? 
Raja : Yes mom. She sleeps after 
me in geography class. 


<B, Sa! 
Dad t Arjan Paroot ral pleased 
eK aha stra 


“Arjun = I told Sir you wouldn't be, 
¥ but he insisted on sending it home 
just the same. 
ELK. Aishwarya, aged 11, 
‘Madras - 82, 
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Dear Editor, 


This is in 
M.V.Krishnan’s viewpoint in the March 
issue of Golvlam. {feel hatthere isa certain 
amount of logic in what he bas written, but 
‘unfortunately his opinion is based on the 
‘den that Indian men are the bread-carmers, 
their wives are ‘stay-at-howics.” His 
ideas may have beem applicable fifty years 
‘ago, but not today. Indian girls work as ard 
in their studies, spoms and other extea cu 
ticular activities as boys do. I, at the end of 
all these efforts, 8 wealthy git! or one who 
‘comics into money is destined to ‘stay at 
home," why bother educating gins in the 
Firat place? If the artival of women in the 
‘working world means that men have 10 
put upa bigs 

that good? No child who does well in 
‘any particular sphere of activity cam 
deny that compet 

ficiency and better results 


response to 














jon produces ef 
Today's 
educated, and eager to perfo 





are well-informed, 





to insinuate that people 
Work just 10 support their 
families - if s0, why do 
people look forjots which 
interest them? Why not 
just go for the one which 
offers the highest salary, 
‘on which to support one’s 
family? What M.V.Krish- 
n has sui 
form of discrimination. 1 
don't wish to personally 
offend hin, but Tiust say 
that I disageee with bis 


ested is 




























idea. It would be interesting 

to see what other Gokulam 
readers think, 

Amritha Kasturirangan, 

aged 16, 

London SWIS 6EV. 


Dear Editor, 
I disagwe with Krishnwn, Today's 
‘world is different, What isthe use of educa 
ing women if they are only to stay at home? 
S.Ramya, aged 4, 
Space Central § 
Sullurpeta 














Dear Editor, 
&__Lagyee with Krishnnn, Only midde- 
class and poor wonen should work, Ifa ich 
‘woman should work, she can dosocial work, 
lake tutions, of open a nursery of 4 beauly 

also help in literacy 








parlour, She ca 
programmes. 


Lata K., aed 10, 
Hombay 400 043, 


Dear Bai 





& 1 feet nat co 
education should be et 
couraged. When my 
mother was looking out 





for my admission into a 
school, our neighbours ad 
vised her not to choose a 
co-ed 
Being friends with bays is 
not wrong, Most girls are 
shy ~ and it will not bari 
wit they make friends 
boy. Boys too could 





cation school. 








Jearnto cookand do house 
work, Don't you agree 


with me, readers? 








ita Sharma, 
aged 11, 
Calcutta 700 064. 





Dear Editor, 


Many of us gies 
are not allowed to minke 
friends with boys. In this 
world where girls are 
supposed to be on an 
equal footing with boys, 
itis silly ‘ue’ 





Lavanya, 
‘Adursh Vidyalaya, 
Madras-14 

Dear Smitha and Lavanya, 

You have not given your comple 

dresses, Please send them tous. Ed 





Dear Elitor, 


1 completely disagree with 
D.Ravikumar (March issue). Not all 





childten watch the W.W.F. bouts neglecting. 
their studies, Tam a fan ofthe W.W.F., and 
T watch it often, But I don’t negleet my 
studies, 


RSriram, aged 1 
Tomhay - 400080, 





Dear Editor, 
© Tagrce with Ravikumar, Many of 


ny friends, waste their money on stickers, 
posters and video cassettes of W.W.F. 












Dear Editor, 


© I completely disagree with 
Ravikumar. No one can spend all thei time 
studying, We need entertainment too. And 
Doordarshan is not entertainment, We can 
watch W.W. once ina while. But agree 
that spending money .on stickers, 
posters. isa waste, 


R.Raadhika, aged 14, 
Bangalore-78. 


Dear Editor, 


© __27thof March was Holi the festival 
ofcolours. Butin many places, including 
building, I found that a majority of the 
childten, and even some adults, were pla 
ing Holi ina very disgusting manner. Instead 
‘of celebrating Holi with good water, stink- 
ing gutter water was used. Instead of using 
‘ordinary gulaal (colour powder), oil paints 
‘were used, Besides, eggs (rotten ones) were 
broken on some people's heads, Is this the 
way to play Holi? Doesn't it create a bad 
impression about India? People celebrate 
festivals without understanding their sig 
nificances. 














Jayant Shinde, aged 14, 
Air-India Modern School. 
Bombay. 
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I am sure all of you know 
the butter-thief! Believed to 
be an incarnation of Lord 
Vishnu, he stole hearts too! 
Yes! He's Lord Krishna, 
born dark-complexioned, 
with lotus eyes, Do you 


“Sita has suffered more than 
you. She has suffered in 
Lanka, and now she is suf- 
fering in the forest.” 


Rama was remorseful. 

“Il be born again,” he 
declared, “And will suffer 
too, I'llbe born in prison, and 
lead a life full of struggles 
and challenges.” 





Kamsa, the evil asura, 
had been harassing the people 

















know that he was born on 
earth for three reasons? Let 
me tell you. 

Inthe Ramayana, Rama 
once visited a renowned sage 
after Sita had been banished 
tothe forest. The rishi said, 





for years. He troubled all the 
rishis in his kingdom, as well 
as his own father!’ Every- 
body prayed to Lord Vishnu 
for help. 

“I'll be born on earth once 
again,” he decided, “And 
slay Kamsa and other evil 
forces." 


Have you heard of the 
Srimad Bhagavad Geetha? 
It is a_well-known religious 
book. The verses in it were 
recited in the famous battle- 
field of Kurukshetra by 
Krishna, to Arjuna. 

It has eighteen chapters 
and seven hundred siokas. 
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It gives us a picture of our 
dharma — our duty and 


RHYME TIME! 





what it is — in three kan- 
das. (The eighteen chap- 
ters are divided into 
three kandas.) 

It's message to us is 





dharma or righteousness. 


We should read The 
Geetha, even though we 
may not grasp it's full 
meaning. It will be 
beneficial to us in the long 
run. 

Krishna was born on 
earth so that the Geetha 
would be told to us. 


M. Bhavana, 

aged 13, 

D.T.E.A. Sr. S. School, 
New Delhi. 








Bosky, 
The Bull Dog 


Bosky, the bull dog, 
Loved her food, 
like a good dog. 
She hogged, and hogged, 
Till she grow 
round and fat!) 


There she goes, 
Snout in the air, 

Call her, “Fatty!” 

Let me see if you dare! 


SANDY. 
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THE STORY 
SO FAR. 








Siocana, urea ant theirparent,the 
Viswanaths are on ahi ot Kodaikanal 
Thera, they stay at Watervia Hose a bun 
solu tha longs to thar ren, Mr cn 
Nira Sharm 

‘Suresh camera buf and Shyena hire 
eter and tur ariel the ounrsaie 
‘one Penda wth Ayn eet pide 

udelanty ane dy, the coretabercu 
aevdener of Waters oun 




















Vinwamatt find that he haw tan oll hi 
edonin with hi 

Suresh and Shyoma ride out to 9 
Aditya, to fini out if he hoows canst 
bent 








snp 
‘But when Auityan 0 
‘shouting, "le 









han tv tga tr mpc th 
ying tod they wr to yi 
‘Bhut Mrs, Viawnath senile them away 


1s not fer sae 











sayin 





Shyama and Suresh ride aver 10 the 

ect ome prints of film 
tvelopin, oe of th 
ieturen taken of Walerview House, from Uh 
Tale, Shyrona apots two men wtanding on th 
roof ofthe house. Whore they? 








ha children tell their parent of the die 
covery. All are puaaled as to why the thug 
‘want Waterview House so buy 

ursh decides thot Adityin hold the 
fey to the myntery ond rides out to find him, 
Shyama fare that Surenh might moot with 
rome mish a els her oth 





Ain angry Mr. Viswanath sete ut with 
Shyamna toonertake Survah 


Thy ato ob towatall to ask for dies 


tions t9 Old Mount, wher 

‘Suresh meanwhile, how taken aahorteut 
Hin bicyote tyre han bon punctured, ond he 
wheete i forward. Lost, he finite himeelf ota 
twarehiou of norte, where men are bury une 
loauting erates. The men take him captioe 
luhen Cay realise that he liven et Woterdien 
Moun 

They boart a torry and reach a huge 
‘monsion on one of the smaller hls. Aditya, 
‘Surval realises, sa prisoner there. 

Moonhile, Shywmnand Mr. Vinwanath 
ranch Old Movoit. A guile approaches them 





Wty tives 
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‘hinking they ove tourita. When ley eal hime 
about Aclityan, he looks frightened. He sho 
hem the rubble of adaunaged house saying it 
Fedor to the eanlahed guide. 





Shama and her father turn 
meron: On the way, they moet Mrs. View 
tamale who las come eu ie search of them 

nfinditablase with lights 
ting inside to imprison 






‘Suresh, moets his failo’ Prfeesor Jone 
Sundar, 0 scientist 1lus haw hidden seme 
terview House. The Vie 
ign npn an uncinfrte 
‘le night behind w hekge: They wakeup ts 
find Woterviie Hone burnt 
The police » 
wanaths. Shyama recognizes ‘Som the 
‘bearded! mass, from the photon the inspector 
hows her 
Profewor doe Sundar now has 0 fresh 
problom, Som anal Dinenk, hic henchmen, 
Ihave mark off with b 
‘Sure that he ie 
























he papers’ he ben given ts hon by pce 
selantit tab smgted out ofthe country. 

‘Suresh wut Aditya have found wage to 
excoyn Ba howd 
‘ar the ip fla to 
theeity, 

‘Shywma, pedalling wy the hillside in 
saech of Sura, bumps into done, how or 
Jaw bron down. Later, slow gots iin 
pie jeep? 





hyama was quite tired. She 
id been pedalling up the 











MYSTERY 
SERIAL - 10 


for quite some time now. It 
seemed to be a never ending 
ride. She pedalled over a slight 
rise in the hill slope, and before 
her, stood a huge mansion. It 
stood at the end of a straight 
road, about half a kilometre 
away. All was silent and still. 
There seemed to be nobody 
around. 

Shyama determinedly 
pedalled forward, 

‘The huge door to the man- 
sion stood wide open, Shyama 
leaned her bike against the wall 
and knocked on the door. The 
side looked dark and gloomy. 
Is anybody there?” she 
shouted. It seemed all deserted, 
Suddenly, a quavering voice 
shouted back, “Help! Help!” 

Shyama stood there wonder- 
ing what todo. Should she goin? 

“Help! Help! Oh, my saviour! 
Please help!" the old voice called 
pose 

Finally, making up her 
mind, Shyama walked in. Her 
eyes soon grew used tothe dark- 
ness. 

“Where are you?” she 
shouted. 

“Here, in the basement!” 

Guided by the voice, 
Shyama was soon unbolting a 
heavy wooden door. Karupayee 














sprang out, curses and words of 
thanks pouring from her lips. 

“That cursed man... O kind 
girl thanks! May God keep you 
well and happy! That infernal 
guide! Wait till I...” 

“Guide? What guide?” asked 
Shyama. 

“The master had locked him 
up here for wanting to leave our 
gang. Now he’s escaped, and 
how will I answer'the master?” 


Kees hurried up the 
stairs. Shyama followed 
her into the beautifully fur- 
nished hall. 

“Master! Master! Why! 
Nobody's here!” 

Karupayee opened all the 
doors one by one. 

“That boy! He’s escaped too! 
O God! What shall I do? Master! 
Master!” 

“What boy! Tell me!* 

‘As Karupayee hurried from 
room to room, Shyama pursued 
her with a thudding heart. Was 
she talking about Suresh? 

“That boy! He took my 
photograph. That fellow’s es- 
caped too! But where’s the 
master?” 

Finally, Karupayee gave up 
her search 

“They've all gone! Gone! 
They've left me!” 

“Now sit down!" said 
Shyama, “Don't get worried. 
Tell me what happened.” 


Karupayee knew nothing of 
her mysterious master. Her 
duty was to look after the two 
prisoners, and she'd done that 
as best as she could. How was 
shetoknow that such awful and 
terrible things could happen? 


hyama gave up. Karupayee 
did not make much sense. 





But now she was sure that 
Suresh had been locked up in 
one of the bedrooms. She was 
glad that he had not been im- 
prisoned in the basement dun- 
geons like poor Adityan. 

She looked around. There 
must be a phone somewhere 
here. There it was, on the desk 
by the window! 

She picked it up. Thank God! 
It was working! She dialled the 
number of the guest house 
where her parents were. 

Anunknown voice picked up 
the receiver. 
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ello?” 









“Hello! May I speak to Mr. 
Viswanath?” 

When her father cameon the 
line, Shyama told him where 
she was and what had hap- 
pened so far. She even told him 
about her encounter with the 
strange man and his bagful of 
diamonds. 


Mr. Viswanath was too tired 
to argue. 

“Please be careful Shyama, 
Stay where you are. I'll send 
somebody for you and that old 
woman, Don't allow her to go” 
out of your sight. I'll tell the 
inspector to keep a watch for 
Suresh and Adityan. 


J was a worried man. He 
was a very uncomfortable 
‘man too. He wanted to escape as 
smoothly and as unseen as pos- 
sible. But here were a jeepful of, 


or rather four policemen, who 
would remember him. What a 
mess! 

‘The jeep suddenly screeched 
to a halt. Jose turned around. 
And to his horror, he saw 
Suresh and Adityan, his two ex- 
prisoners, standing before the 





‘ould you take us down 


please?” Suresh asked politely. 
“No problem,” the policemen 
replied, “Jump in with our other 
passenger.” 
Jose sat frozen. Suresh, with 
his leg on the step, froze too, 
when he saw who the other pas- 







senger was, 


“Get in....” Adityan was 
saying, and suddenly, he too, 
caught a glimpse of Jose. 
Adityan's face turned pale. He 
nearly turned and ran. But the 
policemen were getting im- 
patient now. 
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“Get in! Get in!” 

So Adityan and Suresh got. 
in, 

Suresh’s mind was churning 
with possibilites. Suppose he 
exposed Jose now? Would these 
policemen believe him? 

‘They seemed to be mere con- 
stables - none of them wore the 
uniform or badge of an inspee- 
tor, 

Jose was now looking at 
him. There was a sneering, 
threatening look in his eye 
Suresh understood what that 
meant. 








ANSWERS 


QUICK QUIZ! 


Pages 76,77 


I 

1, Africa 
2. Cuba 

8, Scotland 





u 

1, Panchayat 

2. Congress 

3, Lok Sabha and Rajya Sabha 


m1 
1. Florence Nightingale 





1. William Shakespeare 
2. Jonathan Swift 
3. William Wordsworth 














Firs insbectr, with six men, 
zoomed up the winding 
road. With them, was Mr. Vis- 
wanath. They were going to 
pick Shyama and Karupayee, 
and get to the bottom of the 
mystery. 

“It's Suresh I am concerned 
about," the inspector was tell- 
ing Mr. Viswanath, 


But Suresh’s father was not 
listening. He was looking open- 
mouthed at something out of 
the window. The inspector 
looked out too. He could make 
out a jeep, and it had passed the 
van, on its way down, 

“Suresh is in that jeep!” 
gasped out Mr. Viswanath. 
“Suresh isin it! Turn back! Let’s 
follow them.” 

“But that was a police-jeep, 
sir!" one of the policemen said 
from behind. 
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“So what? Suresh was in it! 
Let's go after them!" 

“We can't make a U-turn 
here, Mr. Viswanath,” the in- 
spector said. “But I'll do some- 
thing.” 

He switched on the police 
radio and issued some com- 
mands into it. 

“ce ere are you going, 
son?” Jose asked 
Suresh in a kind, fatherly voice. 

Suresh was angry with him- 
self. Jose was just too clever for 
him. What was he to answer? 
He pretended he'd not heard. 

The two policemen at the 
back looked at him. Adityan 
fidgted uneasily. 





“Where are you going, son?” 
Jose asked again, loudly. 

‘Not to prison,” answered 
Suresh boldly this time, “For 
that’s where you are going, 
aren't you?” 

“How dare you?” Jose 
shouted, He had not expected 
that. He was about to slap 
Suresh, when one of the 
policemen caught hold of his 
hand, 

“think you'd better explain 
ourself, boy,” he told Suresh, 
"You cannot just accuse a 
strange gentleman like that.” 





SRILATHA DHAR 
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